ready known to the police. That is sufficient. If it amuses
you to quibble, do so. But, please save it for the Com-
missaire. You came here with the intention of stealing.
You can make such explanations as you can think of to
the detectives.'

I was desperate. I cast round wildly for a way out. If
Koche came now I should be in the Commissariat within
half an hour. I had only one thing left to say. I said it.

'And who' I snapped, 'is going to lodge the complaint?
Herr Heinberger, Herr Emil Schimler of Berlin or Herr
Paul Czissar of Brno?'

I had expected some reaction from this, but the extent
of it took me by surprise. He turned round slowly and
faced me. His hollow cheeks had gone deathly pale and
the ironic expression in his eyes had changed to one of
cold hatred. He walked towards me. Involuntarily, I took
a step backwards. He stopped.

cSo you are not the hotel sneak-thief after all.'
It was said softly, almost wonderingly, yet with a cor-
rosive quality about it that scared me badly.
CI told you I wasn't a thief,' I said jauntily.
He stepped forward suddenly, gripped the front of my
shirt, and pulled me towards him until my face was a
few centimetres from his. I was so startled that I forgot
to resist him. He shook me slowly backwards and forwards
as he spoke.

'No, not a thief, not an honest rat, but a filthy little
spy. A cunning spy, too.' His lip curled contemptu-
ously. To the outside world a shy, ingenuous teacher of
languages with a romantic appearance and sad Magyar
eyes that would deceive a painter. How long have you
been at the game, Vadassy, or whatever your name is?
Did they pick you for the job or did you graduate from
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